To reckon as well her goodness as beauty,
Was never such another as is she;
1 pray that God her fame will keep, serene,
And would she were of all Europe the queen.

"In her is beauty high, and without pride;
Youth, without crudity or levity;
In all endeavours, virtue is her guide;
Meekness in her has humbled tyranny;
She is the mirror of all courtesy;
Her heart's a very shrine of holiness;
Her hand is freedom's agent for largess."

And all this voice said truth, as God is true.

But to our story let us turn again.

These merchants all have freighted ships anew,

And when they'd seen the lovely maid, they fain

Would seek their Syrian homes with all their train.

To do their business as they'd done of yore,

And live in weal; I cannot tell you more.

Now so it was, these merchants stood in grace

Of Syria's sultan; and so wise was he

That when they came from any foreign place

He would, of his benignant courtesy,

Make them good cheer, inquiring earnestly

For news of sundry realms, to learn, by word,

The wonders that they might have seen and heard.

Among some other things, especially

These merchants told him tales of fair Constance;

From such nobility, told of earnestly,

This sultan caught a dream of great pleasance,

And she so figured in his remembrance

That all his wish and all his busy care

Were, throughout life, to love that lady fair.

Now peradventure, in that mighty book
Which men call heaven, it had come to pass,
In stars, when first a living breath he took,
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